Burzum "Burzum" 1992
Deathlike Silence Productions
Burzum 1992

Tracklist:

[Side Hate]

Feeble Screams From Forests Unknown
Ea, Lord Of The Depths
Black Spell Of Destruction
Channelling The Power Of Souls Into A New God
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War
The Crying Orc
A Lost Forgotten Sad Spirit
My Journey To The Stars
Dungeons Of Darkness
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Recorded Mid-Winter 1992 during Full Moon at Grieghallen
Engineered and Mastered by Pytten
Produced by Pytten and Count Grishnackh
Co-Producer Euronymous
Cover by Jannicke Wiise-Hansen
Released in March 1992

Comments: Euronymous made a mistake in the tracklist and typed up "Ea, Lord Of The Deeps" instead of "Ea, Lord Of The Depths". Also in the lyrics for "Feeble Screams From Forests Unknown" he typed up "The Hopeless Soul Keeps Waiting" instead of "The Hopeless Soul Keeps Mating". And in "My Journey To The Stars" (in the first line) "I materialize..." instead of "I immaterialize...". This debut album was re-released on CD by Misanthropy Records in 1995 with "Aske" mini-LP (as a bonus).
Lyrics
Feeble Screams From Forests Unknown
September 1991

Drifting
In the Air
Above a Cold Lake
Is a Soul
From an Early
Better Age
Grasping for
A Mystic Thought
In Vain...but Who's to Know
Further on Lies Eternal Search
For Theories to Lift the Gate
Only Locks Are Made Stronger
And More Keys Lost as Logic Fades
In the Pool of Dreams the Water Darkens
For the Soul That's Tired of Search
As Years Pass by
The Aura Drops
As Less and Less
Feelings Touch
Stupidity
Has Won too Much
The Hopeless Soul Keeps Mating

Ea, Lord Of The Depths
November 1991

The Head is a Head of a Serpent
From its Nostrils Mucus Trickles...
The Ears Are those of a Basilisk
His Horns Are Twisted into three Curls
The Body is a Sun Fish, Full of Stars
The Base of His Feet Are Claws
His Name Is Sassu Wunnu
A Sea Monster. A Form of Ea

Black Spell Of Destruction
July 1991

Hear my Sword
...in the Making
Of my Spell
Literally
Damkuna, Iftraga
Sheb Nigurepur, Dafast
The World's Tragedy, Is Served at My Feast

Channelling The Power Of Souls Into A New God
May 1991

Worship me

War
October 1991

This is War
I Lie Wounded on Wintery Ground
With Hundred of Corpses around
Many Wounded Crawl Helplessly around
On the Blood Red Snowy Ground
War
Cries of the (ha, ha) Suffering Sound
Cries for Help to All Their Dear Moms
War
Many Hours of Music
Many Drops of Blood
Many Shiverings and Now I Am Dead
And Still We Must Never Give up
War

The Crying Orc
March 1991

Instrumental

A Lost Forgotten Sad Spirit
September 1991

The Fire in the Sky is Extinguished
Blue Waters no Longer Cry
The Dancing of Trees Has Stopped
The Stream of Freshness from Cold Winds
Exists no Longer
The Rain Has Stopped to Drip
From the Sky
Still Dripping Exists
From the Veins of a Nearly Dead Boy
Once There Was Hatred
Once There Was Cold
Now
There is Only
A Dark Stone Tomb
With an Altar
An Altar which
Serves As a Bed
A Bed of Eternal Sleep
The Dreams of the Human in Sleep
Are Dreams of Relief
A Gate out of Hell
Into the Void of Death
Yet Undisturbed
The Human Sleep
And One Day
Will the Grave Be Unlocked
And the Soul
Must Return to His World
But This Time as
A Lost Forgotten Sad Spirit
Doomed
To Haunt
Endlessly

My Journey To The Stars
January 1992

I Immaterialize
And Slowly Drift
Into the Unknown
With the Cold Winds with Soul
The Wintery Plains Lie Untouched
I Ride on My Elements
Towards the Stars Unseen
A Quest
For Knowledge
In the
Astral
Luminous
Stench Intensifies
As I
Near a Spectral Sphere
After a Hundred
Men's Lifetime
In Analyzing
I learn
To Consume
The Sphere
Of Immense Power
And To
Become Immortal
Darkness Hate and Winter
Rules the Earth when I Return
War
Between Races
A Goal Is Reached
Chaos, Hate

Dungeons Of Darkness
January 1992

Instrumental


Burzum "Aske" (mini-LP) 1993
Deathlike Silence Productions
Burzum - Aske (mini-LP) 1993

Tracklist:

[Side Hate]

Stemmen Fra Tårnet
Dominus Sathanas
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Recorded August 1992 at Grieghallen Studios
Produced by Count Grishnackh and Pytten
All music and lyrics by Count Grishnackh 1991
Bass on this mini album played by Samoth
"Dominus Sathanas" recorded April 1992
Released in March 1993
Cover photo by Are Mundal

Comments: The burned church on the cover is Fantoft Stavechurch. The first 1000 copies came with a free lighter bearing the same image (which were distributed by Voices of Wonder Records). Although "Aske" was recorded after "Det Som Engang Var" album, but was released before it.
Lyrics
Stemmen Fra Tårnet
December 1991

En ukjent stemme kalte
Fra tårnet hvor ingen bodde
Fra bortenfor skogen
Hvor intet levde

Et rop i drømmen så skjønt
Som stemmen til dronningen av natten

Vi våknet og saa månen
Delvis dekket av dystre skyer

Det var kaldt og vått
På vår ferd inn i riket
Av ufødte tanker
Endelig kan vi se hva som kalte
For vi fulgte den stemmen i natt...

An unknown voice called
From the tower where nobody dwells
From beyond the wood
Where nothing lives

A cry in the dream so beautiful
Like the voice of the queen of the night

We awoke and saw the moon
Covered partly by gloomy clouds

It was cold and wet
On our journey
To the realm
Of the unborn thoughts
Finally we can see what called
For we followed the voice tonight

Dominus Sathanas
May 1990

Instrumental

A Lost Forgotten Sad Spirit
September 1991

The Fire in the Sky is Extinguished
Blue Waters no Longer Cry
The Dancing of Trees Has Stopped
The Stream of Freshness from Cold Winds
Exists no Longer
The Rain Has Stopped to Drip
From the Sky
Still Dripping Exists
From the Veins of a Nearly Dead Boy
Once There Was Hatred
Once There Was Cold
Now
There is Only
A Dark Stone Tomb
With an Altar
An Altar which
Serves As a Bed
A Bed of Eternal Sleep
The Dreams of the Human in Sleep
Are Dreams of Relief
A Gate out of Hell
Into the Void of Death
Yet Undisturbed
The Human Sleep
And One Day
Will the Grave Be Unlocked
And the Soul
Must Return to His World
But This Time as
A Lost Forgotten Sad Spirit
Doomed
To Haunt
Endlessly


Burzum "Det Som Engang Var" 1993
Cymophane Productions
Burzum - Det Som Engang Var 1993

Burzum - Det Som Engang Var 1993

Tracklist:

Den Onde Kysten
Key To The Gate
En Ring Til Å Herske
Lost Wisdom
Han Som Reiste
Når Himmelen Klarner
Snu Mikrokosmos Tegn
Svarte Troner
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Recorded April 1992 at Grieghallen studio
Produced by Count Grishnackh and Pytten
Music and lyrics by Count Grishnackh
Released in August 1993

Cymophane Productions

Comments: The album was reissued by Misanthropy Records in 1994 in two formats: CD and gatefold LP. The LP contained a limited edition poster of the cover art. Here is what Varg Vikernes says about this album:

"The "Det Som Engang Var" album was never released on DSP. Originally I intended to release the "Aske" mini-LP myself as well, in early 1993, but as you know that is when I was arrested for the first time. When I got out of jail (after six weeks and one day to be precise), the police had taken all my papers and lists of addresses, so I agreed to let DSP release it. My intention was to release was to start my own label, Cymophane (first called Burznazg Productions, later changed to Cymophane), so that I could drop the worthless DSP. I began with this planning in late 1992 (when I printed the infamous "Aske" flyer with the ruins of Fantoft Stavechurch on it). However, I was a bit disillusioned by the fact that the police ruined everything I had when I was arrested, so I thought that, okay then, I will let DSP release this album before I start up with my own label. I came to this conclusion simply because DSP had got a deal with another label, Voices Of Wonder, that were to do all the work for DSP, so I though it could work.

Then I realised after some time that I could not only start up with my own label, but I could get a similar deal with VoW (Voices Of Wonder) as well. And I did. This is when Aarseth (Euronymous) got desperate, as he was frantically trying to get me to release Burzum on DSP. So to the point; "Det Som Engang Var" was released in August 1993 on my own label, Cymophane. It was only released on CD and was limited to around 950 copies. I was arrested only days after it's release though, but VoW sold some hundred copies before they refused to co-operate with me anymore (because I was "Nazi"), and I got the rest. I have sold most of these, and given some away to friends.

In other words the "Det Som Engang Var" album was first released in August 1993 on Cymophane, only on CD, and limited to around 950 copies".


Lyrics in other languages: Italiano
Lyrics
Den Onde Kysten
January 1992

Instrumental

Key To The Gate
August 1991

My eyes are shut I cannot see
though clear is thy despair
I drift away - far away
from places of which you seek
Though I seek thy hell
you close the gate before me
Your life is right, and I'm to
follow to your paradise
I cannot fall in love
love is for them
Lusting for the sky -
Heaven
Why did I come to this world
of sorrow why is this true
Where is my dagger of sacrifice
I will open the gates to Hell one
Day...

En Ring Til Å Herske
March 1992

I en mørk skog med kalde tjern
Et sted hvor Herren av verdens
Ild ikke rekker
I det mørkeste i den store
Av natten - av tid
Og de samlet seg
Og blev dødens hus
Barn av tidens krefter
Bran av den mektiges sønner
Vi står i en sirkel av svart

Lost Wisdom
June 1991

While we may believe
our world - our reality
to be that is - is but one
manifestation of the essence
Other planes lie beyond the reach
of normal sense and common roads
But they are no less real
than what we see or touch or feel
Denied by the blind church
'cause these are not the words of God
- the same God that burnt the
knowing

Han Som Reiste
April 1992

Instrumental

Når Himmelen Klarner
February 1989

Instrumental

Snu Mikrokosmos Tegn
March 1992

Ingen stillhet her ute - en drøm
Her hvor månen rår - en drøm
Jeg hater denne skog
Hvor ingen fare truer
Ingen ulv
Ingen bjørn
Intet troll
Puster
Ingen onde ånder
Ingenting
Puster
Bare meg og natten - bare meg og natten
En natt skal jag reise
Til Helvete

Svarte Troner
April 1992

Instrumental

ENGLISH TRANSLATION OF THE LYRICS
The Coast Of Evil

Instrumental

Key To The Gate

...

One Ring To Rule

In a dark wood with cold lakes
A place where master of the world's
Fire doesn't get
In the darkest great
Night of the time
And they gathered
And became the house of the dead
Sons of time's power
Sons of the powerful sons
We stand in the black circle

Lost Wisdom

...

The One Who Wandered

Instrumental

When The Sky Clears

Instrumental

Turn The Sign Of Microcosm

No stillness out here - a dream
Here where the moon rules - a dream
I hate this wood
Where there is no danger
No wolf
No bear
No troll
Breathes
Nothing
Breathes
Only night and me - only night and me
A night I shall journey
Till Hell

Black Thrones

Instrumental


Burzum "Hvis Lyset Tar Oss" 1994
Misanthropy Records / Cymophane Productions
Burzum - Hvis Lyset Tar Oss 1994

Tracklist:

Det Som En Gang Var
Hvis Lyset Tar Oss
Inn I Slottet Fra Drømmen
Tomhet
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Recorded in Grieghallen Studio, September 1992
Produced by Count Grishnackh and Pytten
Cover by Theodor Kittelsen
Music and lyrics by Count Grishnackh
Released in April 1994

Cymophane Productions

What Once Was

Between the bushes we stared
At those who reminded us of another age
And told that hope was away
Forever...
We heard elvensong and
Water that trickled
What once was is now
Away
All the blood...
All the longing and pain that
Ruled
Are away...
Forever...
We are not dead...
We have never lived

If The Light Takes Us

A glade in the wood
Where the sun shines
Between the trees we are imprisoned
In this God's gladeIt burns it scorches
When the light licks our flesh
Goes toward the sky a smoke
A cloud of our form
Prisoners of the burials
Tormented by God's goodness
No flame no hate
They were right we have come to Hell

In The Castle Of The Dream

Between misty vales
Between gloomy mountains
Under gray clouds
In the black night
On a proud horse
In black clothes
Strong weapons at hand
The infinity with dead trees
An eternity of cold
Over stone and wood
In the shadows...
Out from the mist
Out from darkness
Out from the big shadows of the mountain
The castle of the dream...
So ends the ride
That lasted a lifetime
For the master goes (in the castle of the dream)

Emptiness

Instrumental


Burzum "Filosofem" 1996
Misanthropy Records / Cymophane Productions
Burzum - Filosofem 1996

Tracklist - Norwegian Version:

Burzum
Jesu Død
Beholding The Daughters Of The Firmament
Decrepitude I
Rundtgåing Av Den Transcendentale Egenbetens Støtte
Decrepitude II

Tracklist - German Version:

Dunkelheit
Jesus' Tod
Erblicket Die Töchter Des Firmaments
Gebrechlichkeit I
Rundgang Um Die Transzendentale Säule Der Singularität
Gebrechlichkeit II

Buy:
PHD

Listen @ Apple Music:

App Icon Apple Music



Recorded at Breidablik Studio, March 1993
Music and lyrics by Varg Vikernes
Pictures by Theodor Kittelsen

Cymophane Productions

Lyrics in other languages: Italiano
Lyrics
Burzum
August 1991

When night falls
She cloaks the world
In impenetrable darkness
A chill rises
From the soil
And contaminates the air
Suddenly...
Life has new meaning

Jesu Død
February 1993

En skikkelse lå der på bakken
Så vond at de blomster rundt visnet
En dyster sjel lå der på bakken
Så kald at alt vann ble til is
En skygge da falt over skogen
Da skikkelsens sjel visnet bort
For skikkelsens sjel var en skygge
En skygge av vondskapens makt

Beholding The Daughters Of The Firmament
January 1993

I wonder how winter will be
With a spring that I shall never see
I wonder how night will be
With a day that I shall never see
I wonder how life will be
With a light that I shall never see
I wonder how life will be
With a pain that lasts eternally
In every night there's a different black
In every night I wish that I was back
To the time when I rode
Through the forests of old
In every winter there's a different cold
In every winter I feel so old
So very old as the night
So very old as the dreadful cold
I wonder how life will be
With a death that I shall never see
I wonder why life must be
A life that lasts eternally
I wonder how life will be
With a death that I shall never see
I wonder why life must be
A life that lasts eternally

Decrepitude I
December 1992

Tears from the eyes so cold, tears from the eyes, in the grass so green.
As I lie here, the burden is being lifted once and for all, once and for all.
Beware of the light, it may take you away, to where no evil dwells.
It will take you away, for all eternity.
Night is so beautiful (we need her as much as we need Day).

Rundtgåing Av Den Transcendentale Egenbetens Støtte
March 1993

"Urds brønn er ikke lenger et dunkelt dyp vi stirrer nedi, men en levende strøm som går befruktende gjennem Nordens land. Ja, mod Tilvaerelsens høieste Syner kan dette Liv nu hæve sig i Udfoldelse af sin Grundkraft og Eiendommelighed, hæve sig til Alfader, der er over Valhal, til ham, til den sande Gud..."
(Johan Sebastian Cammermeyer Welhaven)


Decrepitude II
December 1992

Instrumental

ENGLISH TRANSLATION OF THE LYRICS
Darkness

...

Jesus' Death

A figure laid on the ground
So malicious, that the flowers around him withered
A dark soul laid on the ground
So cold, that all water changed into ice
A shadow fell over the woods
As the figure's soul withered towards it
Because the figure's soul was a shadow
A shadow of the forces of evil

Beholding The Daughters Of The Firmament

...

Decrepitude I

...

Tour Around The Transcendental Columns Of Singularity

"The well of the region is no longer a dark depth, in which we stare, but a living stream, that fertilely flows through the lands of the North. Yes, to the highest visions of essence, this life can now elevate itself into development of it's true power and particularity, elevated to the father of all, who is up high in Valhalla, to him, the true god..."
(Johan Sebastian Cammermeyer Welhaven)

Stories - English Version
Creeping And Crawling, Rustling And Fluttering

There are two natural lights in this world, the sun and the moon. The first distorts the appearance of the other, often until it is unrecognizable. The sun gives us colour, warmth and clarity, while the moon gives us no colour, coldness and unclarity. We live in the sunlight, and we make artificial sunlight, after Arvakr and Alsvinnr, send by Sol, have drawn down the sun in sea in the West, because we like colour, warmth and clarity. The starting-point of our reality lies in this light; when Naglfaris' wife, Night, comes, our world disappears in a certain way. She is illuminated by a light, that we don't like, the colourless, cold and indistinct moonlight. Strange beings show themselves in the woods and the people draw back into their reliable, small houses. Out there, only the forces of darkness reign, yes, in the most true meaning of the word. The world becomes a total different one, for some the world becomes a place worth living. For those, who want to challenge these giants, who are brought to us by the moon in the shape of uncontrollable powers of nature, the world finally becomes a place really worth living in.


The Water-Spirit, Like A White Horse

A long time ago, in the time of the beginning, there was a power, that gave life and peace to everything, that grew and lived around it. This power existed in the entire North in small vegetation and lakes, and it always got something in return for the power, that it emanated on the surroundings. This power was strengthened by animal sacrifices, fallen warriors and their pride, boats, that people had won after a battle with others, and every year a priestess was sacrificed to it, and also some slaves. It was strong, and as a result, it's surroundings and those, who lived there, became stronger, they grew and flourished. But suddenly the power got no more sacrifices, the people got infected by a spiritual plague, that took their knowledge and wisdom; their ancient knowledge sank deep into their sub-consciousness. The power faded and drew itself back, deep into the abyss of dying small brooks and lakes in the North. Still, it exists there, at the bottom of these cold and dark waters. At some places, it doesn't exist anymore, expelled by the stupidity and mistrust. At some other places, it still exists. When it's night, the power lures animals and people, because we should strengthen it again, so the surroundings become as vivid again as they used to be, so we can live in fortune and prosperity again, as we used to.


The Sea-Ghost

When you go to the most remote isles close to the sea out of the Norwegian coasts, you can see the old Norwegian leaders, who were lost at sea a long, long time ago. Even now they sail there outside, and when the wind is strong, you can often see their floating graves, that pop up out of the waves, and disappear again between the waves. You will notice their sad expression, and their intense longing. A lot of them are already sailing for about thousand years out there, sailing in search for a harbor, where they can cast anchor, a harbor, that welcomes them with open arms... They are still looking for a friendly harbor, but not once their own harbor had let them in; they were betrayed by their descendants, betrayed by their own children. I wonder, how long will they have to search, these betrayed men - our proud ancestors - until they find a harbor, where they can land, a harbor, who will welcome them and their old burden with open arms? For how long?


Mouse Town

Together with the spiritual pestilence of the South, something also came, that killed courage and honour. The light, how the pestilence was called, troubled countless men and women, forced them, to die in their beds, not seldom of death by age. Men, who could have won fame and honour by a meaningful death on the battlefield, often had to die of weakness of age. The forces of darkness were therefore to be exterminated, war was a sin and no man dares to kill another. There was peace, but no true peace, because this peace cost the people more energy than every war could have. An eternal peace is no peace, it is the differences which create energy. The light didn't warm them, it burned them; the light didn't let them see, it blinded them; the light sucked all energy out of them and they died after a long, honourless life in bed. The light brought them peace, god's peace, pure hell! (Written sometime in the future)


Twelve Men In The Woods

In the Norwegian woods a community of superior people, twelve of them, who were cast away by the people through deceit and because of their belief were made lawless. They travel around, accommodate the superior people from far away at the coast of Norway, and wait for the honour and pride of the people - their chief - to return. All the way at the horizon you can see them coming, jumping and frisking, to make the lower people human again. He saw a blaze in the Northern sky, a light so true as the deceit of the Christian people. All the way out on the Northern-Road there are some, in who's perceptibility he didn't disappear. We lighted a blaze in the Northern sky, strong enough, that they have seen them all. Thirteen Aegis gathered on the Plain of Ideas: Wotan and twelve of his sons - Forseti, Widar, Njord, Frey, Donar, Tyr, Heimdall, Bragi, Wali, Ull, Hoenir and Loki. They lead and reign well.


Burzum "Dauði Baldrs" ("Balder's Død") 1997
Misanthropy Records / Cymophane Productions
Burzum - Dauði Baldrs 1997

Tracklist:

Dauði Baldrs
Hermoðr Á Helferð
Bálferð Baldrs
Í Heimr Heljar
Illa Tiðandi
Móti Ragnarokum

Buy:
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Hljómlist "Dauði Baldrs" es framleiða af Varg Kvisling Larsson Vikernes i Breiðablik Tónholl
Myndlist "Dauði Baldrs" es framleiða af Tanya Stene
Allir kvæði sen frá Gylfaginning tekit.
English translation of the lyrics by Tomas Robertson

Cymophane Productions

German text in "Dauði Baldrs" (Translated by Rainer): Logic (Loki) led by its desire for reason, unites the blindness in us (Hoðr) with the death religions (the parasitic Mistletoe on the tree of life, Yggdrasill), and kills there with the meaning of our lives (Baldr). The meaning of life is deeply lost in the unconscious of our human psyche (Helheimr). Some people are motivated by the Uranus-energy (Ódinn/Hermoðr) and they try to travel within themselves in order to rediscover there the meaning of life. But this is not successful, not this way. When we (Þórr), bitter, bid farewell to our beloved meaning of life, we also bid farewell to any kind of trust (Lítr) and burned it at the stake. The entire humanity suffers, we burn from within, we cry. The Logic (of the modern science) which with its angry scientific drive, its "arrogance" and its contradictions, keeps the Occultists (Hermoðr) from rediscovering the meaning of life.

Nothing evil is behind that, only cold and calculating logic. Logic in its lack of feeling cries dry tears. This leads to Ragnarok; Beginning, Cause, Symbol, Witness, Destiny and Twilight of the Gods. The battle in the human psyche is fought between the conscious mind (Æsir) and the unconsciousness (Jotunn). No Jotun returns alive from Asgard (Consciousness).

COMMENTARY: Varg appears to imply that Ragnarok, the greatest battle of all, is in fact fought out in our minds... The Gods (Asgardians) are brought down by Loki as prophesied, but Loki takes the form of the cold, calculating logic of modern society, that leaves no room in our minds for spiritual planes of thinking. He implies that Ragnarok will in fact be a battle of the unconscious and the conscious and that it will be cold logic, nurtured in the artificial plastic light of today's society, that will finally spell the twilight of the Gods.
Lyrics

ENGLISH TRANSLATION OF THE LYRICS
Dauði Baldrs

And the beginning of this story is that Baldr the good dreamed great dreams boding peril to his life. And when he told the Aesir of the dreams they took council together and it was decided to request immunity for Baldr from all kinds of danger, and Frigg received solemn promises so that Baldr should not be harmed by fire and water, iron and all kinds of metal, stones, the earth, trees, diseases, the animals, birds, poisons, snakes. And when this was done and confirmed it then became entertainment for Baldr and the Aesir that he should stand up at assemblies and all others should shoot at him or strike him or throw stones at him. But whatever they did he remained unharmed, and they all thought this a great glory. But when Loki Laufeyiarson saw this he was not pleased that Baldr war unharmed. He went to Fensalir to Frigg and changed his appearance to that of a woman. Then Frigg asked this woman if she knew what the Aesir were doing at the assembly. She said that everyone was shooting at Baldr, and moreover that he was unarmed. Then said Frigg: "Weapons and wood will not hurt Baldr. I have received oaths from them all." Then the woman asked: "Have all things sworn oaths not to hurt Baldr?" Then Frigg replied: "There grows a shoot of a tree to the west of Val-hall. It is called mistletoe. It seemed young to me to demand an oath from." Straight away the woman disappeared. And Loki the mistletoe and went to the assembly. Hod was standing at the edge of the circle of people, for he was blind. Then Loki said to him: "Why are you not shooting at Baldr?" He replied: "Because I cannot see where Baldr is and I have no weapon." Then said Loki: "Follow other people's example and do Baldr much honour. I will direct you to where he is standing and you can shoot at him with this stick." Hod took the mistletoe and shot at Baldr in Loki's direction. The missile flew through him and he fell dead to the ground. And this was the unluckiest deed done among the gods and men. When Baldr had fallen all of the Aesir's tongues failed them as did their hands from lifting him up. And they all looked at each other and were all one mind toward the one who had done the deed. But none could take vengeance as Val-hall was a place of sanctuary. When the Aesir tried to speak, they were weeping so hard that no words came out. Son none could tell could tell another in words of his grief. But it was Odin who took this injury the hardest of all in that he had the best idea as to the amount of deprivation and loss the death of Baldr would cause the Aesir. When the gods came to themselves once more, Frigg spoke and asked who wished to earn all her love and favour and was willing to ride the rode to Hel and seek Baldr and to offer Hel a ransom for Baldr to return to Asgard. Hermod the bold, Odins boy the name of the one who undertook the journey. Then Odins horse, Sleipnir was fetched and led forward. Hemod then mounted the horse and galloped away.


Hermoðr Á Helferð

But there is this to tell of Hermod, that he rode for nine nights through valleys so dark and deep that he saw nothing until he came to the river Gioll and rode onto the Gioll bridge that is covered with glowing gold. There is a maiden guarding the bridge called Modgud. She asked him his name and lineage and said that the other day there had been five battalions of dead men that had ridden over the bridge. "But the bridge resounds no less under you, and you do not have the colour of dead men. Why are you riding here on the road to Hel". He replied: "I am to ride to Hel to seek Baldr. Have you seen anything of Baldr on the road to Hel?" And she said that Baldr had ridden there over the Gioll bridge. But downwards and northwards lies the rode to Hel. Then Hermod rode on until he came unto Hel's gates. When he reached the gates of Hel he dismounted from his horse and tightened its girth, mounted and spurred it on. The horse then jumped over the gate and Hermod rode on to the hall and went in. When he went into the hall he saw sitting in the seat of honour his brother, Baldr.


Bálferð Baldrs

So the Aesir took Baldr body and carried it to the sea. Hringorni was the name of Baldr's ship. It was the biggest of all ships. The Aesir planned to set it out to sea with Baldr aboard for this final journey. But the ship refused to move. So they went to giantland to seek the princess Hyrrokin. When she arrived, riding a wolf and using Vipers as reins she dismounted the steed and Odin summoned four berserks to look after the steed but they were unable to hold without knocking it down. Then Hyrrokin went to the prow of the boat and pushed it out with the first touch so that flames flew from the rollers and all the lands quaked. Then Thor got angry and grasped his hammer and was about to her head until the gods begged for her grace. Then Baldr's body was carried out onto the ship, when his wife Nanna, Nep's daughter saw this she collapsed with grief and died. She was then carried onto the pyre and it was then set alight. Thor then consecrated the pyre with Miollnir, but a certain dwarf named Lit ran in front of his feet. Thor kicked at him with his foot, thrust him into the fire and he was burned.


Í Heimr Heljar

In the morning Hermod begged from Hel that Baldr might ride home with him and told of the great weeping amongst the Aesir. However, Hel said that she must be certain that Baldr was this loved amongst the people. She said in the following way: "And if all living things in the world, dead and alive, weep for him, then he shall go back to Asgard. But he shall be kept in Hel if anything refuses to weep". Then Hermod got up and Baldr went with him out of the hall and took the ring Draupnir which he sent to Odin as a keepsake, he sent Nanna and Frigg a linen robe, and other gifts also; to Fulla a finger-ring."


Illa Tiðandi

Then Hermod rode back to Asgard and told of all the tidings he had seen and heard. After this, the Aesir sent messages all over the world of the request that Baldr must be wept out of Hel. All did this; the people and animals, the earth, the stones, the trees and every kind of metal. Just as you will have seen when you se these things come out of frost and into heat. When the envoys were travelling back having well fulfilled their errand, they found in a certain cave a giantess sitting. She said that her name was Thanks. They bade her weep Baldr out of Hel. She said: "Thanks will weep dry tears for Baldr burial. No good got I from the old one's son either dead or alive. Let Hel hold what she has It is presumed that these were the words of Loki Laufeyiarson, who had done great evil amongst the Aesir".


Móti Ragnarokum

Thus it is related in Voluspaoud blows Heimdall, his horn aloft.
Odin speaks with Mim's head.
The ash Yggdrasil shakes as it stands,
The ancient tree groansnd the giant gets free.
What is it with the Aesir?
What is it with the Elves?
All giantland resounds.
The Aesir are in council
Dwarves groan before rock doorways
Frequenters of rock - walls.
Know you yet of what?
Hyrm drives from the east
Holding his shield before him,
Iormungand writhes in giant rage
The serpent churns the waves
The eagles screech with joy
Darkly pale, it tears corpses
Naglfar is loose bark sails from the east
Across the sea will comeuspell's troops with Loki at helm
All that monstrous brood
Are there with the wolf
In company with them is Byleist's brother.
Surt travels from the south
With the stick destroyer (fire)
Shines from his sword the sun
Of the gods of the slainock cliffs crash
And troll-wives are abroad
Heroes tread the road of Hel
And heaven splitshen Hlin's second sorrow
Comes to pass
As Odin goes to fight the wolf
And Beli's bright slayer against Surt
There shall fall Frigg's delightdin's son goes to fight the wolf
Vidar on his way
Against the slaughterous beast
With his hand he lets his blade pierce
The son of Hverdungs heart
So his father is avengedoes the great son of Hlodyn
Dying to the serpent who shrinks from no shame
And all the heroes shall then leave the world
When Midgard's protector strikes his wrath!
The sun will go dark
Earth sink in the sea
From heavenanish bright stars Steam surges
And life's fires flame
Flickers against the very sky.



Burzum "Hliðskjálf" 1999
Misanthropy Records / Cymophane Productions
Burzum - Hliðskjálf 1999

Tracklist - Version #1:

Tuistos Herz
Der Tod Wuotans
Ansuzgardaraiwô
Die Liebe Nerþus'
Frijôs Einsames Trauern
Einfühlungsvermögen
Frijôs Goldene Tränen
Der Weinende Hadnur

Tracklist - Version #2:

Tuistos Herz
Der Tod Wuotans
Ansuzgardaraiwô
Die Liebe Nerþus'
Das Einsame Trauern Von Frijô
Die Kraft Des Mitgefühls
Frijôs Goldene Tränen
Der Weinende Hadnur

Buy:
PHD

Listen @ Apple Music:

App Icon Apple Music



"Hliðskjálf" is created by Varg Vikernes
Cover art by Tanya Stene
Design/additional art via Stephen O'Malley

Cymophane Productions
Lyrics
Tuisto's Heart

Tuisto´s Heart

On the slope of a naked rock somewhere in Skapinawjo - the isles of Skapis - a blonde, fur-clad man immortalises his memory of Mannus, the oldest Ing. A large manlike shape is engraved in the rock; bloodred in colour, with a large phallus. His hands are stretching toward the sky. Mannus, the son of Tuisto, made sure his tribe survived the cold north together with his sons; Inguz, Herminuz and Istwo. Tuisto's heart is warmed by the sight of his descendants; he knows the gods are not forgotten. Then - he reasons - there is hope after all, for the coming generations.


The Death Of Wotan

The Death Of Wotan

Drums of war sound. Warriors are gathered to fight on the Wнgriрr plain. Charging men, wolves, ravens and gods, worms and beasts of darkness; the plain is lit with fire. Blood is flowing, bits of flesh, severed limbs, smashed skulls and bodies lie strewn across the plain. Screams cut the air, screams of anger and pain, the sound of metal blades and armour clashing, clubs smashing bodies. Then, for a brief moment, everything stops. It is as if the universe holds its breath. Wuotan has fallen on the Wнgriрr plain; swallowed by Fanjariho. For a moment the time stands still. For Wuotan; Hail and Joy!


Warriors of Ansuzgarda

Warriors of Ansuzgarda

Voices from the spirit world can be heard through the dark winternights, the heartbeats of the spirit. It is the holy twelve days of Yule. Dark shapes can be seen in the sky; riders of death. They suddenly charge down from the clouds in wonderful wilderness; kings and chieftains, thieves and murderers - all in the same phalanx, drifting mysteriously through the air on spirit horses, arriving when least expected. Black shields, furs from bear and wolf, shining blades, open wounds and ropes still tied around their necks; they are Wuotan's pack of warges, the undead and the dead - the immortal warriors of Ansuzgarda! The werewolves haunt the sacred twelve days of Yule in packs, looking after the living; hail the sacred traditions, hail the spirits of the dead, hail the holy ritual of Wuotan, or face the wrath of the Ansuz and the hooves of Sleipnir. Face the Ansuzgardaraiwo!


The Love Of Nerthus

The Love Of Nerthus

Happy men and women follow a trail in the woods. The follow a wagon led by a priest, towards a holy lake. Wonderful colours, dancing happy people, the scene is nature's love. Dancing along are the thralls, the sacrifice to Mother Earth, this sunny day, dancing along towards a holy lake. Hail to Mother Earth, the thralls are shouting. Hail and joy, before they are strangled and lowered into the lake, happy and smiling, willingly giving their lives to strengthen nature. Such is true love, and it's strength!


Frijo's Lonesome Mourns

Frijo´s Lonesome Mourns

A mother mourns the loss of her son. The most wonderful man in the world; light and shining, fair and beautiful as no other man. Light blond hair, wonderful skyblue eyes and a skin so fair it shines! Tall and handsome, strong and brave, perfect in all his being. Now he is dead! Silent. Alone. Watching the lands and others from a window up high in the clouds. Cold of sorrow, exhausted by grief; the very little remaining life is fading away. Too tired to move, too mournful to think of anything else then her dead son. The others are preparing the defense of the town, and her husband has left to find the avenger for the killing. Nobody thinks of her, nobody has any time for her. She is left alone, to mourn the death of her son.


The Power Of Empathy

The Power Of Empathy

The gods have just managed to tie Fanjariho to the ground. Tнw lost his right hand during the process; it was the wolf's security, a guarantee he would not be tricked; but he was indeed. His jaw has been bolted to the ground with a broadsword, and foam runs from his mouth in two rivers. The rivers Wбn and Wнl - of hope and will. The gods are laughing in joy, and walk happily back towards their home; the terrible wolf has been rendered harmless. Only Tнw is left, bleeding heavily from the wrist, watching the suffering of the wolf, as it twists its body in torment. He looks into the eyes of Fanjariho and sees its very soul, its pain and sorrow; its dreadful faith. Getting up, he walks back to Кron to let her heal his wound, stop his bleeding. Now he knows what it is like to see into the eyes of Fire. He will never be the same again, he did not only lose his hand, when on the island with the wolf.


Frijo's Golden Tears

Frijo´s Golden Tears

Alone in the night, Fijo is crying; she has been left by her husband who had to leave to fight the darkness of matter. Thoughts of what once was flow through her mind; their play in the green grass and under colourful trees, wonderful fields of flowers, fresh fruits and berries, and beautiful music from the elven choirs. Running waters make them dream, lakes where they bathed, riverfalls and marvelous clouds in the sky. They were happy, they had their Golden Age. Now, all she has left are her Golden Tears, that run from her skyblue eyes, as a witness to what once was - to what is lost forever; until a New World is born, after Ragnarшk. In the meantime, give our dear Fijo some warm thoughts, to help her through the cold nights.


The Crying Hadnur

The Crying Hadnur

Hadnur the Blind shot the arrow that killed Fijo's good and shining son. The gods could not utter a single word when they saw what had happened. He understood that something was wrong, but nobody said anything; not to him nor to anyone else. Not for a while. He started to cry, feeling the terrible loss, but it was too late. Beldegir was dead by his hands. He walked away, alone, to his house, to cry and mourn in solitude. Hated by the others, spurned by the others. He could not help it, he did know what would happen when he shot that arrow. He did not mean to kill his own brother. Hadnur is waiting for the avenger to come, waiting for Woli to kill him. He regrets deeply what he has done, but knows death is the only solution. He will be back when the new world rises from the ashes of the old. Then he will no longer be alone, he will meet his brother Beldegir again, and embrace him in the grass where Wuotan, his dear father, was killed by Fanjariho. Then he will no longer by the crying demon.




Burzum "Belus" 2010
Byelobog Productions
Burzum - Belus 2010

Tracklist:

Title	Production year (location)
Leukes Renkespill (Introduksjon)	2010 (Bergen)
Belus' Død	1993-1994 (Bergen)
Glemselens Elv	2008 (Tromsø)
Kaimadalthas' Nedstigning	2009 (Bø i Telemark)
Sverddans	1988-1989 (Bergen)
Keliohesten	2008 (Tromsø)
Morgenrøde	2009 (Bø i Telemark)
Belus' Tilbakekomst (Konklusjon)	2009 (Bø i Telemark)


Buy:
PHD

Listen @ Apple Music:

App Icon Apple Music

The Return of Burzum
Varg VikernesIt's been 11 long years and now the world will see the return of Burzum. The highly anticipated new album is entitled "Belus" after the name of the ancient European solar deity of light and innocence. "Belus" is not a religious album or an anti-religious album, nor is it a political one, but an attempt to explore the myths about Belus and unveil the oldest roots of our cultural heritage. The album deals with the death of Belus, his sombre journey through the realm of death and his magnificent return. In essence the album and the story of Belus is meant to be an entertaining story about something that once upon a time played a major role in the forming and shaping of Europe.

"The album has been made according to my heart and spirit, and not to fit into any particular genre or category, or to live up to anyone's obvious expectations". The music can best be compared to the music of some of the old Burzum albums; in particular the ground breaking "Hvis Lyset Tar Oss" and the atmospheric brilliances of "Filosofem", only the ambient parts present on these albums has been almost completely left out on "Belus". "There is no special reason for this, other than coincidence and the fact that I have for some time made more and better music on the guitar rather than on the keyboard".

"Inspiration for the album has come from a variety of sources, and I find my inspiration from fairy tales and myths, from classical music, from memories of what once was, from traditional music, from fantasy, from the wind and weather, from deep forests and running water, from the sky and the sunset, from misty mountains and from yellow leaves falling from age old trees".

"My ambition with "Belus" is to create something I - and hopefully others too - can listen to for years and years to come without ever growing tired of it, and at the same time to share with my audience the experience of getting to know Belus, as he might have been perceived by the ancient Europeans". The combination of lyrics and music makes this a fairy tale different from most others, and should appeal to all those who like transcendental music and love to see different things from a different perspective. "If I can make you dream when listening to this album, I believe I have done a good job".

"I am aware of the black metal association with the name Burzum, and I have no real and serious problem with that, but I personally see no reason to place "Belus" in any category. I think "Belus" musically transcends all existing categories, but if I have to choose one - and for the sake of simplicity - I will simply place it in the metal category".

"Belus" will be released worldwide on Byelobog Productions on the 8th March 2010.
December 2009



"Belus" was recorded in Grieghallen Studios, Norway
Produced by Pytten and Burzum
Mixed by Davide Bertolini and Burzum
Mastered by Tim Turan at Turan Audio
Album artwork design by Burzum and Adrian Wear
All songs written and performed by Burzum
Burzum uses Peavey guitars and amps

Byelobog Productions

Reviews: RockPages.gr, Raging Power WZ


Lyrics in other languages: Català, Česky, Deutsch, English (not American), Español, Français, Ελληνικά, Hrvatski, Magyar, Italiano, Lietuviškai, Nederlands, Polski, Português, Română, Srpski


Lyrics

English (not American): Tracklist
The Intrigues of Leuke (Introduction)
The Death of Belus
The River of Forgetfulness
The Descent of Kaimadalthas
Sword Dance
The Horse of Kelio
Dawn
The Return of Belus (Conclusion)


The Intrigues of Leuke (Introduction)

[Instrumental]

"A thunder casts down the staff,
hits the worm in the head with a rock,
travels by lightning down into the garden;
he finds a bough in the oak."

The Death of Belus

The sorcerer climbs a tree
finds Earth's old pain,
cuts it down in the peace of autumn,
with seax cuts out its heart.

The leaves of the oak fall to the ground,
the sorcerer calls the spirits!
The leaves of the oak fall to the ground,
the sorcerer sings his spells.

The growth is placed in linen cloth,
the holy oak spirit,
the sorcerer secured the world's peace,
fertility, solar power in his hand!

The leaves of the oak fall to the ground,
the sorcerer calls the spirits!
The leaves of the oak fall to the ground,
the sorcerer sings his spells.

There is the burning force of the sun;
there is the fertile sea of the Earth;
in the mighty wand of the sorcerer;
in the animated staff of the king.

The River of Forgetfulness

With dying sun and moon,
a journey to the sea of shadows begins.
The bear will watch the funeral pyre.
The body is placed in a stone grave.

Behind a veil Earth's weeping is heard;
the light of summer is disappearing,
the oak spirit is placed in a boat,
winter and autumn win again.

I will return.
I will come back.
When the spirits of winter are weak.
I will come home.

Below the ground, the hidden world,
behind the clouds towards the west,
ends the long boat journey,
where winter and autumn are feasting.

It is cold and dark in the deep,
only the shadows grow there,
the dark creature is found there,
the darkest horrors.

I will return.
I will come back.
When the spirits of winter are weak.
I will come home.

The dead rest in white clothes,
behind heavy cold stone doors,
but if you listen to the army of the dead,
you can some times hear them sing.

The dead rest in white clothes,
behind heavy cold stone doors,
but if you listen to the army of the dead,
you can some times hear them sing.

I will return.
I will come back.
When the spirits of winter are weak.
I will come home.

The Descent of Kaimadalthas

Body of the oak spirit, sorcerer's wand.
Sorcerer with key and mask,
naked and white, into the grave,
only dressed in the ash of our world.

Along the walls; long, pointy spears.
On the benches, mails of steel.
He tip-toes without a sound,
see ash on the ground from fires.

I travel to the darkest deep where everything is dead.

Into the dark realm of the mound,
the silent dead sit there.
Must not yield to fear,
but travel to the desolate places of the world.

Roof is covered with shields,
helmets, belts, knives and swords;
above the brown soil of the stone hall
a creature, the ghost of a woman.

I travel to the darkest deep where everything is dead.

The shape of the sorcerer in the tree outside,
hangs, bending its head.
The cow bleeds, hear it cry,
the sorcerer unties his knots.

The sorcerer collects the gifts
given to him by the pale dead,
from old dark stone graves
he finds the most beautiful.

I go to Kelio.
I travel to the darkest deep where everything is dead.

Belt and mail, cakes and clothes,
helmets and divine weapons,
runes and verses, dried berries,
the door to the grave is open!

From elves, the craftsmen of weapons,
to fair reborn dead,
those who fought the wolf
in a world now desolate.

I go to Kelio.
I travel to the darkest deep where everything is dead.

Sword Dance

The hour of winter has come,
when the wolf and the bear shall die;
tear down the fur, a mask,
trample it, say winter; adieu!

Winter spirit, you shall die!
Winter spirit, bleed in the snow!
Winter spirti, I am summer!
Winter spirit, and I am coming!

Fire and smoke, screams and noise;
the sorcerer runs through the forest.
Use leaves and soot, sword and steel.
Soon the sun will shine from above.

Winter spirit, you shall die!
Winter spirit, bleed in the snow!
Winter spirti, I am summer!
Winter spirit, and I am coming!

Fire and smoke, screams and noise;
the sorcerer runs through the forest.
Use leaves and soot, sword and steel.
Soon the sun will shine from above.

Winter spirit, you shall die!
Winter spirit, bleed in the snow!
Winter spirti, I am summer!
Winter spirit, and I am coming!

The Horse of Kelio

When the snow melts we weep;
winter has been defeated.
The oak spirit has been released,
the spirits of summer have prevailed.

When the snow melts we weep;
winter has been defeated.
The oak spirit has been released,
the spirits of summer have prevailed.

A spirit comes from below,
horse from the hidden deep,
to prepare man,
our entire world wept.

A spirit comes from below,
horse from the hidden deep,
to prepare man,
our entire world wept.

Dawn

The first Sunday morning of spring
we can see the army again.
Finally mourning ends.
A hare runs across the field.

On the tallest mountain in the east
you can see the red sun.
You can see and enjoy the comfort,
from the peak see Earth give birth.

The force of the sun has returned,
the oak spirit is reborn.
The power of the sun has returned.
Summer has arrived.

The Return of Belus (Conclusion)

[Instrumental]


Burzum "Fallen" 2011
Byelobog Productions
Burzum Fallen 2011

Tracklist:

Title	English
Fra Verdenstreet	From The World Tree
Jeg Faller	I Am Falling
Valen	Fallen
Vanvidd	Madness
Enhver Til Sitt	Each Man To His Own, meaning "Each Man Gets What He Deserves"
Budstikken	The Message
Til Hel Og Tilbake Igjen	To Hel And Back Again


Buy:
PHD

Listen @ Apple Music:

App Icon Apple Music



Musically "Fallen" is like a cross between "Belus" and something new, inspired more by the début album and "Det Som Engang Var" than by "Hvis Lyset Tar Oss" or "Filosofem". The sound is more dynamic – we mastered the album as if it was classical music – and I was more experimental than I was on "Belus" in all respects. Lyricwise it is similar to the début album, in the way that it is more personal and focuses on existential issues, but the mythological untertone known from "Belus" is still there. I have also included some ambient tracks – a short introduction and a longer conclusion.

"Fallen" was recorded and mixed during two weeks in Grieghallen studios, using a Spectar bass with alembic electronics on a VOX AC50 amp from 1965, a Ludwig drum kit (with a 26 inch kick) from 1975, a Neumann M149 microphone and stereo Schoeps CMTS 501 U microhpones for vocals, an OBH Nordica Harmony 6487, a custom Stig instrument and a Peavey 23 guitar on a Peavey 6505 (120 Watt) amp.

The picture on the front cover of "Fallen" is a part of a painting, "Élégie" (Eng. "Elegy"), by William Adolphe Bouguereau.

PS. Yes, both "Fallen" and "Valen" translates into English as "Fallen".

"Fallen" will be released worldwide on Byelobog Productions on the 7th March 2011.
January 2011



"Fallen" was made by Burzum in Grieghallen Studio November 2010
Produced and mixed by Pytten and Burzum
Mastered by Naweed at Whitfield Mastering, London
Front cover artwork by William-Adolphe Bouguereau
Booklet artwork by Lorenz Frølich, except "Fra Verdenstreet" which is by Ludwig Pietsch
Design and layout by Dan Capp and Burzum

Byelobog Productions

Reviews: Lodown Magazine, Schwarze-News, Metallus Maximus


Lyrics in other languages: Bosanski, Česky, English (not American), Deutsch, Italiano, Polski, Slovenščina, Srpski

English (not American): Tracklist
From The World Tree
I Am Falling
Fallen
Madness
Each Man To His Own, meaning "Each Man Gets What He Deserves"
The Message
To Hel And Back Again


From The World Tree (Introduction)

[Instrumental]

I Am Falling

High up there I stand in time;
in the green, beautiful and warm,
strong tree crown, in white clouds,
surrounded by the beautiful and friendly few.

I am falling.
All the way down.

High up there I stand in time;
on the top of the world tree's crown.

From high up there I fall from time;
down into the bottomless, empty and timeless.

The tree's rind changes in the fall.
Branches and boughs, leaves and nuts,
rush by me in tremendous speed.
The roots and the ground comes nearer.

My time disappears to somethwere else.

Into death, from death.
Into life, from life.
Downwards and across the river
without a source.

Into darkness, from darkness;
into cold, from cold.
Through time, from time;
to where the deities smile.

I drink from the river of forgetfulness,
row dryshod across the river of hate;
sail with the wind,
to the end, beginning and meaning of the devine powers.

Fallen

Come death, dear death;
give me the answer to all riddles,
give me key and wand,
untie the knots of the world.

Why in death, my friend, and only in death?
Why do you dive into the river of forgetfulness?
Why in darkness, my friend, and only in darkness,
do you seek the friendly warmth of the light?

Let me open the closed room,
let me carve the hidden runes,
let me throw my spear,
into the malevolent chanter's cold heart.

Why in death, my friend, and only in death?
Why do you dive into the river of forgetfulness?
Why in darkness, my friend, and only in darkness,
do you seek the friendly warmth of the light?

Death was here first.
Forgetfulness will always win.
Darkness gave birth to light.
What else do you want to know?

Death, dear death! Death, my death!
Forgetfulness has taken me.
Darkness surrounds me forever.
What else can I know?
Come death, dear death;
give me the answer to all riddles,
give me key and wand,
unlock the world's locked doors.

Death was here first.
Forgetfulness will always win.
Darkness gave birth to light.
What else do you want to know?

Death, dear death! Death, my death!
Forgetfulness has taken me.
Darkness surrounds me forever.
What else can I know?

Madness

A terrified creature in the shadows,
tattered and poor, but beautiful and rich,
frightened and twisted, but no miserable wretch;
she hides as best she can.

Hated by most,
but loved by the best.

She gladly travels long (time) and long (distance),
she walks alone, barefooted in the dirt,
on unused ways, on overgrown paths,
in animal tracks and dangerous lairs.

Upwards, towards the edge of the sky
carrying buckets full of madness.
The sky cracks when she arrives;
the flock of sheep ends its hymn.

Light hair, cunning smiles,
a blue gaze behind her shawl,
skin white as milk, teeth white as chalk.
Her laughter scares most of us.

Each Man To His Own

I follow my horse, into the forest.
Bleeding; wet from my own blood.
The feet feels heavier and heavier;
a beating pain in the thigh.
The pants feel like plaster
around my legs, where the blood has dried.

I fall, but get up again.
Staggering, limping, stumbling, falling.
My hunt ends, in the wet moss
by the the lonsesome bank of the moon lake.
The lonsesome bank of the moon lake.
The lonsesome bank of the moon lake.

Why must I test my destiny again and again?
Why must I forget the pain when the wound heals?
Why must I get used to a ruined body?
Why must I forget where I fell the last time?
Why must I forget? Why must I forget?
Why must I feel the old pain again (and again and again...)?

One time, this time, I cannot get up again.
I remain there, in the wet moss, alone and dying.
I cannot get up, and I don't want to either.
The moon is reflected in the surface of the lake and she blinks at me.
The moon blinks at me.
The moon blinks at me.

The light intensifies.
The moon goddess comes to me.

I am not cold anymore.
I am warmed by the moonlight.

Why must I test my destiny again and again?
Why must I forget the pain when the wound heals?
Why must I get used to a ruined body?
Why must I forget where I fell the last time?
Why must I forget? Why must I forget?
Why must I feel the old pain again (and again and again...)?

I am not cold anymore.
I am warmed by the moonlight.
I am not cold anymore.
I am warmed by the moonlight.

The Message

Let the arrow travel from god to god,
all over the wide world.
Let the arrow be sent from house to house,
to our entire spirit kin.

To every child of divine kin.
To every spirit man.
Axetime is here, and arrowtime.
Speartime is here, and swordtime.

Pick up your mail, and helmet.
Pick up your shield, and sax (sword).

The gods of the past rise,
from the memory of the divine blood.
Undefiled. Unpolluted.
The red gold of the spirit garden. They are still here!

Hear the horn of sound calling,
to every spirit man.
Hear the wind howling;
spirits from the land of the past.

Good spirits from the deep of the mind,
never reached by the desert god,
from the old source of the forefatherland,
from the old well of esteem.

Beautiful choosers of the fallen. Forwards for king and forefatherland.
True lone warriors. Gather to fight in the spirit land.
The entire king's guard. Forwards for our blood and all our soil.
Army forwards! Army march!

Let the arrow travel from god to god,
all over the wide world.
Let the arrow be sent from house to house,
to our entire beautiful kin.

The gods of the past rise,
from the memory of the divine blood.
Undefiled. Unpolluted.
The red gold of the spirit garden. We are still here!

Good spirits from the deep of the mind,
never reached by the desert god,
from the old source of the forefatherland,
from the old well of esteem.

Slay the cowardly enemy crowd;
the hungry and chanting rabble,
sorceresses and breakers of oaths.
Let their blood fertilize our soil.

To Hel And Back Again (Conclusion)

[Instrumental]


Burzum "Umskiptar" 2012
Byelobog Productions
Burzum Umskiptar 2012

Tracklist:

Title	English
Blóðstokkinn	Soaked in Blood
Jóln	Deities
Alfadanz	Elven Dance
Hit helga Tré	The sacred Tree
Æra	Honour
Heiðr	Esteem
Valgaldr	Song of the Fallen
Galgviðr	Gallow Forest
Surtr Sunnan	Black from the South
Gullaldr	Golden Age
Níðhöggr	Attack from Below


Buy:
PHD

Listen @ Apple Music:

App Icon Apple Music



The lyrics on "Umskiptar" are all taken from a Norse poem, Völuspá. For an English translation of the lyrics see the book "Sorcery And Religion In Ancient Scandinavia".

"The "Umskiptar" album is also a return-to-the-roots album for me, with a strong focus on atmosphere and wholeness rather than anything else. The vocals on this one however are more important than on any other album, with a total of 66 stanzas, some of them even repeated a few times, making up the lyrics of the album. The vocals are very important for the special atmosphere and are more important than on any other Burzum album, and more varied too – and as honest as it gets".

The concept of the album is "Umskiptar" (English = "Metamorphoses"), a deeply rooted European (i.e. Pagan) Stoic concept of changes. This concept was chosen in a world heading for a new Ice Age, and can therefore also be seen as critique of all the popular political movements of our age of lies". (V.V.)

Völuspá
(The Song of the Sybil)
Trans. W H Auden & P B Taylor
Heidi men call me when their homes I visit,
A far seeing Volva, wise in talismans.
Caster of spells, cunning in magic.
To wicked women welcome always.
Arm rings and necklaces, Odhinn you gave me
To learn my lore, to learn my magic:
Wider and wider through all worlds I see.
Outside I sat by myself when you came,
Terror of the gods, and gazed in my eyes.
What do you ask of me? Why tempt me?
Odhinn, I know where your eye is concealed,
Hidden away in the well of Mimir:
Mimir each morning his mead drinks
From Valfather's pledge. Well would you know more?
Of Heimdal too and his horn I know.
Hidden under the holy tree
Down on it pours a precious stream from Valfather's pledge
Well would you know more?
Silence I ask of the sacred folk,
Silence of the kith and kin of Heimdal:
At your will Valfather, I shall well relate
The old songs of men I remember best.
I tell of giants from times forgotten.
Those who fed me in former days:
Nine worlds I can reckon, nine roots of the tree.
The wonderful ash, way under the ground
When Ymir lived long ago
Was no sand or sea, no surging waves.
Nowhere was there earth nor heaven above.
Bur a grinning gap and grass nowhere.
The sons of Bur then built up the lands.
Moulded in magnificence middle-Earth:
Sun stared from the south on the stones of their hall,
From the ground there sprouted green leeks.
Sun turned from the south, sister of Moon,
Her right arm rested on the rim of Heaven;

She had no inkling where her hall was,
Nor Moon a notion of what might he had,
The planets knew not where their places were.
The high gods gathered in council
In their hall of judgement. all the rulers:
To Night and to Nightfall their names gave,
The Morning they named and the Mid-Day,
Mid-Winter, Mid-Summer, for the assigning of years.
At Ida's Field the Aesir met:
Temple and altar they timbered and raised,
Set up a forge to smithy treasures,
Tongs they fashioned and tools wrought;
Played chess in the court and cheerful were;
Gold they lacked not, the gleaming metal
Then came three, the Thurs maidens,
Rejoicing in their strength, from Giant-home.
The high Gods gathered in council.
In their hall of judgement: Who of the dwarves
Should mould man by master craft
From Brimir's blood and Blain' s limbs?
Motsognir was their mighty ruler,
Greatest of dwarves, and Durin after him :
The dwarves did as Durin directed,
Many man forms made from the earth.
Nyi and Nidi, Nordri, Sudri, Austri and Vestri, Althjof, Dvalin, Bivor,
Bavor Bombur, Nori, An and Anar, Ai, Mjodvitnir, Veignr and Gandalf,
Vindalf, Thorin, Thror and Thrain, Thekkur, Litur, Vitur, Nar and Nyradur,
Fili, Kili, Fundin, Nali Hefti, Vili, Hanar, Sviur, Billing, Bruni, Bildur,
and Buri, Frar, Hornbori Fraegur, Loni, Aurvangur, Jari, Eikinskjaldi:
(All Durin's folk I have duly named,)
I must tell of the dwarves in Dvalin' s host;
Like lions they were in Lofar's time:
In Juravale's marsh they made their dwelling,
From their Stone hall set out on journeys,
There was Draupnir and Dolgthrasir, Har, Haugspori, Hlevangur, Gloi, Dori,
Ori, Dufur, Andvari, Skirvir, Virvir Skafidur, Ai, Alf and Yngvi,
Eikinskjaldi, Fjalar and Frosti, Finn and Ginnar: Men will remember while
men live
The long line of Lofar's forbears.
Then from the host three came,
Great, merciful, from the God's home:

Ash and Elm on earth they found,
Faint, feeble, with no fate assigned them
Breath they had not, nor blood nor senses,
Nor language possessed, nor life-hue:
Odhinn gave them breath, Haenir senses,
Blood and life hue Lothur gave.
I know an ash tree, named Yggdrasil:
Sparkling showers are shed on its leaves
That drip dew, into the dales below,
By Urd's well it waves evergreen,
Stands over that still pool,
Near it a bower whence now there come
The Fate Maidens, first Urd,
Skuld second, scorer of runes,
Then Verdandi, third of the Norns:
The laws that determine the lives of men
They fixed forever and their fate sealed.
The first war in the world I well remember,
When Gullveig was spitted on spear-points
And burned in the hall of. the high god:
Thrice burned, thrice reborn,
Often laid low, she lives yet,
The gods hastened to their hall of judgement,
Sat in council to discover who
Had tainted all the air with corruption
And Odhinn's maid offered to the giants,
At the host Odhinn hurled his spear
In the first world-battle; broken was the plankwall
Of the gods fortress: the fierce Vanes
Caused war to occur in the fields.
The gods hastened to their hall of judgement,
Sat in council to discover who
Had tainted all the air with corruption
And Odhinn's maid offered to the giants.
One Thorr felled in his fierce rage;
Seldom he sits when of such he hears:
Oaths were broken, binding vows,
Solemn agreements sworn between them.
Valkyries I saw, coming from afar,
Eagerly riding to aid the Goths;
Skuld bore one shield, Skogul another

Gunn, Hild, Gondul and Spearskogul:
Duly have I named the daughters of Odhinn,
The valiant riders the Valkyries.
Baldur I saw the bleeding God,
His fate still hidden, Odhinn's Son:
Tall on the plain a plant grew,
A slender marvel, the mistletoe.
From that fair shrub, shot by Hodur,
Flew the fatal dart that felled the god, .
But Baldur' s brother was born soon after:
Though one night old, Odhinn's Son
Took a vow to avenge that death.
His hands he washed not nor his hair combed .
Till Baldur's bane was borne to the pyre:,
Deadly the bow drawn by Vali,
The strong string of stretched gut,
But Frigga wept in Fensalir
For the woe of Valhalla. Well, would you know more?
I see one in bonds by the boiling springs;
Like Loki he looks, loathsome to view:
There Sigyn sits, sad by her husband,
In woe by her man. Well would you know more?
From the east through Venom Valley runs
Over jagged rocks the River Gruesome.
North, in Darkdale, stands the dwelling place
Of Sindri's kin, covered with gold;
A hall also in Everfrost,
The banquet hall of Brimir the giant.
A third I see, that no sunlight reaches,
On Dead Man's Shore: the doors face northward,
Through its smoke vent venom drips,
Serpent skins enskein that hall.
Men wade there tormented by the stream,
Vile murderers, men forsworn
And artful seducers of other mens wives:
Nidhogg sucks blood from the bodies of the dead
The wolf rends them. Well, would you know more?
In the east dwells a crone, in Ironwood:
The brood of Fenris are bred there
Wolf-monsters, one of whom
Eventually shall devour the sun.

The giants watchman, joyful Eggthur
Sits on his howe and harps well:
The red cock, called All-Knower
Boldly crows from Birdwood.
Goldencomb to the gods crows
Who wakes the warriors in Valhalla:
A soot red hen also calls
From Hel's hall, deep under the ground.
Loud howls Garm before Gnipahellir,
Bursting his fetters, Fenris runs:
Further in the future afar I behold
The twilight of the gods who gave victory.
Brother shall strike brother and both fall,
Sisters' sons defiled with incest;
Evil be on earth, an age of. whoredom,
Of sharp sword-play and shields clashing,
A wind-age, a wolf-age till the world ruins:
No man to another shall mercy show.
The waters are troubled, the waves surge up:
Announcing now the knell of Fate,
Heimdal winds his horn aloft,
On Hel's road all men tremble
Yggdrasil trembles, the towering ash
Groans in woe; the wolf is loose:
Odhinn speaks with the head of Mimir
Before he is swallowed by Surt's kin.
From the east drives Hrym, lifts up his shield
The squamous serpent squirms with rage
The great worm with the waves contending
The pale-beaked eagle pecks at the dead,
Shouting for joy: the ship Naglfar
Sails out from the east, at its helm Loki
With the children of darkness, the doom-bringers
Offspring of monsters, allies of the wolf,
All who Byleists's brother follow.
What of the gods? What of the elves?
Gianthome groans the gods are in council
The dwarves grieve before their door of stone,
Masters of walls. Well, would you know more?
Surt with the bane of branches comes
From the south, on his sword the sun of the Valgods,

Crags topple, the crone falls headlong,
Men tread Hel's road, the Heavens split open.
A further woe falls upon Hlin
As Odhinn comes forth to fight the wolf;
The killer of Beli battles with Surt:
Now shall fall Frigga's beloved.
Now valiant comes Valfather's son,
Vidar, to vie with Valdyr in battle,
Plunges his sword into he son of Hvedrung,
Avenging his father with a fell thrust.
Now the son of Hlodyn and Odhinn comes
To fight with Fenris; fiercest of warriors
He mauls in his rage all Middle-Earth;
Men in fear all flee their homesteads;
Nine paces back steps Bur's son
Retreats from the worm of taunts unafraid.
Now death is the portion of doomed men,
Red with blood the buildings of gods,
The sun turns black in the summer after,
Winds whine. Well, would know more?
Earth sinks in the sea, the sun turns black,
Cast down from Heaven are the hot stars,
Fumes reek, into flames burst,
The sky itself is scorched with fire.
I see Earth rising a second time
Out of the foam, fair and green;
Down from the fells fish to capture,
Wings the eagle; waters flow.
At lda's Field the Aesir meet:
They remember the worm of Middle-Earth,
Ponder again the great twilight
And the ancient runes of the high god
Boards shall be found of a beauty to wonder at,
Boards of gold in the grass long after,
The chess boards they owned in the olden days,
Unsown acres shall harvests bear,
Evil be abolished, Baldur return
And Hropt's hall with Hod rebuild,
Wise gods. Well, would you know more?

Haenir shall wield the wand of prophecy,
The sons two brothers set up their dwelling
In wide Windhome. Well, would you know more?
Fairer than sunlight, I see a hall
A hall thatched with gold in Gimle:
Kind Lords shall live there in delight for ever.
Now rides the Strong One to Rainbow Door,
Powerful from heaven, the All-Ruler:
From the depths below a drake comes flying
The dark dragon from Darkfell,
Bears on his pinions the bodies of men,
Soars overhead I sink now
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"The Ways of Yore" is the 12th album from Burzum. "The Ways of Yore" is similar in style to Burzum’s previous ambient albums, but differ in both style and vocal expression. A mix of haunting story telling channeled through distinct vocals combined with Burzum musical genius makes "The Ways of Yore" is a very interesting and innovative sounding album with mass appeal to Burzum fans. Inspired by Burzum's in-depth knowledge of our European history and evolution, "The Ways of Yore" is a continuation of his work to explore our Forebears and to explain our human evolution.

Burzum says of the new album: "The Ways of Yore" is my first step towards something new, which at the same time is as old as the roots of Europe. With "The Ways of Yore" I try to transport the listener to the days of yore, to make them feel the past, that is still alive in their own blood.


"The Ways of Yore" was made by Burzum
Produced & mixed by Burzum
Front cover painting (Viviane and Merlin) by Gustave Doré
Design & layout by Dan Capp & Burzum

Byelobog Productions

In other languages: Italiano


Lyrics
The Reckoning of Man

I remember the shining sanguine Sun
the frozen forests and fallen leaves,
and the hollow hill under the sky.

I remember the complex cold caverns,
the long tranquil tunnels
and the large underground lakes.

I remember the dim depths of the Earth,
the lucid lady in the light
and her sacred stanza.

I remember the bright beast in her boat,
the tall troll telling her tales,
and the honey in the haunted hollow.

I remember the protected password,
the secret soothing symbol
and the old Odal objects.

I remember the red runes on the rock,
the spell of seeing being sung,
and the bold opening up of the beautiful burrow.

I remember the coming of man reborn,
the birth of Baldur the bright,
the return of a world that was woefully lost.

The Coming of Ettins

An icy rock came from the stars.
It melted on Earth,
dripping hearts of stone;
they grew into abominable horrors.

There was no end to it.
The ettins consumed the Earth
with dangerous sorcery
and neverending hunger.

Until they came,
the three gods:
WôdhanaR, ThunaR and FraujaR.
They cast the horror into the abyss.

But many ettins remain,
dead and cold but alive,
dreaming and waiting
in the deep and dark places of the Earth.

The Lady in the Lake

She came from the water.
Bold and beautiful.
Mighty sorceress from below.

Hall of the Fallen

Hung in the tree of life.
Wounded. Bleeding.
I fall from the hall of gods!

The bond has been cut.
I cannot stand, nor speak.
I cannot crawl, nor think clearly.
I start over again. And again. And again.

The bond has been cut.
The tree has fallen.
The life of a god,
returns. Again.

There is no death for the honourable.
There is no end for the honourable.

Only eternal rebirth.

The Ways of Yore

Lights in the lake.
Flickering phantoms.
Dancers in the deep.
White wonderful world.

Returning.

Rising.
Hovering.
Warming.
Illuminating.

Returning.
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"Thulêan Mysteries was made passively, in the sense that I never intended to make a new album; I just made music every now and then and at one point realized that I actually had enough to release it all on an album. When asked to do so I figured: why not? It was a good idea. The music is a little bit of this and a little bit of that, transcending any genre, and perhaps belonging to many different genres. The intention with it was always to create a certain atmosphere, often related to an idea or a situation. Since my true passion has never been music, but actually tabletop role-playing games, I figured I should make this an album intended for that use; as background music for my own MYFAROG (Mythic Fantasy Role-playing Game). Hopefully you will get a sense of Thulê when you listen to this, like always with Burzum, ideally when on your own. I hope you will enjoy this soundtrack to Thulê, to Mother Nature and life itself" – Varg Vikernes
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